Dubliners, by James Joyce
The Dead

Characters:

. Lily: the caretaker’s daughter, she did housemaid’s work for Julia and Kate in the gaunt house on Usher’s Island, She was a slim, growing girl, pale in complexion and with hay-coloured hair. The gas in the pantry made her look still paler, 
she is done schooling that year and more, 
BUT she thinks that "The men that is now is only all palaver and what they can get out of you."
The narrator implicitly introduces something has changed in Lily’s behavior 

Aunt Kate “ I'm sure I don't know what has come over her lately. She's not the girl she was at all."
· The reader is curious about what has changed and why Lily’s behavior has changed
. Miss Kate Morkan: a teacher, Julia’s sister, being too feeble to go about much, gave music lessons to beginners on the old square piano in the back room, 
. Miss Julia Morkan: she joints a choir, Kate’s sister, though she was quite grey, was still the leading soprano in Adam and Eve's,
Miss Kate and Miss Julia admire Gabriel’s mother “Aunt Kate used to call her the brains carrier of the Morkan family. Both she and Julia had always seemed a little proud of their serious and matronly sister. Her photograph stood before the pierglass. She held an open book on her knees and was pointing out something in it to Constantine who, dressed in a man-o-war suit, lay at her feet. It was she who had chosen the name of her sons for she was very sensible of the dignity of family life. Thanks to her, Constantine was now senior curate in Balbrigan and, thanks to her, Gabriel himself had taken his degree in the Royal University.”
. Mary Jane: a teacher, Kate and Julia’s niece, the main prop of the household, for she had the organ in Haddington Road, she had been through the Academy,  
Mary Jane, Aunt Julia and Aunt Kate are the Three Graces of the Dublin musical world.

. Pat: the Kate and Julia’s dead brother

. Gabriel Conroy: 

He was a stout, tallish young man. The high colour of his cheeks pushed upwards even to his forehead, where it scattered itself in a few formless patches of pale red; and on his hairless face there scintillated restlessly the polished lenses and the bright gilt rims of the glasses which screened his delicate and restless eyes. His glossy black hair was parted in the middle and brushed in a long curve behind his ears where it curled slightly beneath the groove left by his hat.
He then took from his waistcoat pocket a little paper and glanced at the headings he had made for his speech. He was undecided about the lines from Robert Browning, for he feared they would be above the heads of his hearers. Some quotation that they would recognise from Shakespeare or from the Melodies would be better.
· He is an intelligent reader of his audience. He is aware different listeners imply different linguistic registers.
The indelicate clacking of the men's heels and the shuffling of their soles reminded him that their grade of culture differed from his. He would only make himself ridiculous by quoting poetry to them which they could not understand. They would think that he was airing his superior education. He would fail with them just as he had failed with the girl in the pantry. He had taken up a wrong tone. His whole speech was a mistake from first to last, an utter failure.
· Gabriel is aware about how language works, his superior education in that particular social context; what’s more he feels others’ emotions and he cares about them. It seems he particularly regrets himself for Lily’s bitter and sudden retort in the pantry.   

Gabriel remembers her mother’s “sullen opposition to his marriage. Some slighting phrases she had used still rankled in his memory; she had once spoken of Gretta as being country cute and that was not true of Gretta at all. It was Gretta who had nursed her during all her last long illness in their house at Monkstown.”
· Gabriel’s mother died
.  : Mrs. Conroy, Gabriel’s wife, my wife here takes three mortal hours to dress herself

She is a secondary character till the third quarter of the story: suddenly her attitude towards Bartell D’Arcy attracts the reader’s attention. She seems infatuated by the tenor, without being faithful to Gabriel, her husband. 

“…It was his wife. She was leaning on the banisters, listening to something. Gabriel was surprised at her stillness and strained his ear to listen also.”
“Gabriel watched his wife, who did not join in the conversation. She was standing right under the dusty fanlight and the flame of the gas lit up the rich bronze of her hair, which he had seen her drying at the fire a few days before. She was in the same attitude and seemed unaware of the talk about her. At last she turned towards them and Gabriel saw that there was colour on her cheeks and that her eyes were shining.“
Gabriel seems not to catch his wife’s infatuation towards D’Arcy. Indeed he remembers the love he feels for her while he watches her gracious attitude. Again the ambiguity in objective reality (see below). From his point of view, of a foolish lover for example, it is impossible to catch the bad consequences of her infatuation for D’Arcy. The interpretability depends on the reader. The concept of author falls. Indeed: 
“A sudden tide of joy went leaping out of his heart.” 
“She was walking on before him with Mr. Bartell D’Arcy, her shoes in a brown parcel tucked under one arm and her hands holding her skirt up from the slush. She had no longer any grace of attitude, but Gabriel’s eyes were still bright with happiness. The blood went bounding along his veins; and the thoughts went rioting through his brain, proud, joyful, tender, valorous.”
“She was walking on before him so lightly and so erect that he longed to run after her noiselessly, catch her by the shoulders and say something foolish and affectionate into her ear.” 
“Why is it that words like these seem to me so dull and cold? Is it because there is no word tender enough to be your name?” 
As Umberto Galimberti says in his speech in Milan at Elfo Puccini Theatre on 18th November 2012, rational words can’t include the irrational love feeling. That’s way lovers can speak about their love and always feel not to say enough. Indeed what is irrational is part of the undifferentiated and undifferentiable world, on the contrary what’s is rational is separated and orderly. 
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“Like distant music these words that he had written years before were borne towards him from the past.”
Music, the art of ineffable according to the  Romantics, recalls in Gabriel’s mind unconscious links of past events, filtrated by his own pair of glasses. These flashbacks are due to contingent events, those sharp and accidental edges out of the pre-arranged destiny God has destined us through the Talent Parabola. Chance determines our life. Chance is not cyclic or stable or unchangeable. Chance is a risk whose consequences are unknown to us. A sense of uncertainty permeates Postmodernism.      
“He had felt proud and happy then, happy that she was his..”

That is what the narrator tells us. It follows that there isn’t a neutral narrator, but the writer can’t no connote what he writes, because in the same moment he writes something he applies his interpretation on it. Gabriel’s possessiveness towards his wife shows a bit of his patriarchal view on life (see above other sexual discriminations). Probably he is coming out of Victorianism, when the self made MAN puts himself at the center of his success in life. If follows that even the woman, his wife, seems to be another one of his achievement, his private property. Increasing his own private property generates individualism. It follows that women were considered as important as producing machineries. Not so important, using a euphemism.     
. Freddy Malins: probably drunk, he arrives lately 
Aunt Kate "Slip down, Gabriel, like a good fellow and see if he's all right, and don't let him up if he's screwed. I'm sure he's screwed. I'm sure he is."
“a young man of about forty, was of Gabriel's size and build, with very round shoulders. His face was fleshy and pallid, touched with colour only at the thick hanging lobes of his ears and at the wide wings of his nose. He had coarse features, a blunt nose, a convex and receding brow, tumid and protruded lips. His heavy-lidded eyes and the disorder of his scanty hair made him look sleepy.”
. Mr. Bartell D’Arcy: “Mr. Bartell D'Arcy, the tenor. I'll get him to sing later on. All Dublin is raving about him."

"Lovely voice, lovely voice!" said Aunt Kate”; full of conceit; “the tenor, a dark-complexioned young man with a smart moustache”; he is rude and resentful
Topos: Dublin, a party at the Three Graces’ house, some memories shift the setting far in time and space. The setting successively moves from the Aunts’ house to the hotel in which the Conroy sleep, through a cab trip. 
Cronos: 1904, winter time

Fabula

Incipit: in medias res, it was always a great affair, the Misses Morkan’s annual dance.

About Kate, Julia and Mary Jane: They were fussy, that was all. But the only thing they would not stand was back answers.
Gabriel gave a coin to Lily in the pantry.

After Mary Jane’s piano Gabriel finds himself partnered with Miss Ivors, in order to dance in the ball room.

Miss Ivors “was a frank-mannered talkative young lady, with a freckled face and prominent brown eyes. She did not wear a low-cut bodice and the large brooch which was fixed in the front of her collar bore on it an Irish device and motto.”
Through the pressing dialogue between Gabriel and Miss Ivors, the plot proceeds by introducing new narrative elements:
· Gabriel “wrote a literary column every Wednesday in The Daily Express, for which he was paid fifteen shillings.”
Gabriel reviews books. He has read lots of books. He acculturates himself. He loves books.
Gabriel teaches in the college. 
Miss Ivors, she’s a teacher too, accuses Gabriel of being a West Briton for what he writes for The Daily Express. 

Being a West Briton means PRO Angle, England (assonance), “AGAINST” Ireland. 
Gabriel “wanted to say that literature was above politics.”
“Of course, I was only joking. “ said Miss Ivors.

· It seems Miss Ivors is flirting with Gabriel whose characterization is very interesting and attractive

As the dialogue goes on, the reader should grasp Miss Ivors is more patriotic, while Gabriel prefers to visit other countries, such as France or Belgium, in order to “keep in touch with the languages and partly for a change." He also states that Irish is not his language.
Miss Ivors is having fun with him, and he tries “to cover his agitation”.

After the dance ended, Gabriel scrupulously reflects about the funny but “unpleasant incident with Miss Ivors.”
· Gabriel re-flects. He focuses the attention on his self. He tries to analyze his behavior, in order to find new meanings for his actions a posteriori. Indeed the meaning differs, it comes later, from a more detached point of view. His reflection also unveils his humility. 

Indeed he thinks:” Of course the girl or woman, or whatever she was, was an enthusiast but there was a time for all things. Perhaps he ought not to have answered her like that. But she had no right to call him a West Briton before people, even in joke. She had tried to make him ridiculous before people, heckling him and staring at him with her rabbit's eyes.” 
Gabriel’s thoughts: “How pleasant it would be to walk out alone, first along by the river and then through the park! The snow would be lying on the branches of the trees and forming a bright cap on the top of the Wellington Monument. How much more pleasant it would be there than at the supper-table!”
· He differs from the other guests who enjoy the party. He’s connoted as culturally superior, he desires loneliness in order to reflect, to be detached from empty worldliness. 
But there’s a small contradiction after a while, indeed: “He felt quite at ease now for he was an expert carver and liked nothing better than to find himself at the head of a well-laden table.”
Just before delivering his speech at the company, Gabriel feels uneasy. He’s trembling. Again the narrator focuses the reader’s attention on the outside. According to Gabriel, “out there” is better than “in here” 

“ People, perhaps, were standing in the snow on the quay outside, gazing up at the lighted windows and listening to the waltz music. The air was pure there. In the distance lay the park where the trees were weighted with snow. The Wellington Monument wore a gleaming cap of snow that flashed westward over the white field of Fifteen Acres.”
It seems he prefers to escape conventional places and rules. 

He continues :” I can only ask you tonight to take the will for the deed and to lend me your attention for a few moments while I endeavour to express to you in words what my feelings are on this occasion.”
Irrationality is difficult to be managed by rationality. But as Umberto Galimberti says, humanity has originated getting out what’s sacred. Rationality guards ourselves from the anguish of unexpectedness.

What’s more he has to communicate to others. That’s difficult because of Derrida’s interpretative drift. What confirms that language, as well as writing, is not something unequivocal and objective, but it depends on the interpreting receiver who receives the message? Imagine you (a macho man) accidentally meet a beautiful young woman in a coffee. You talk a bit. You have to go, so you decide to give her your telephone number, but you have both forgotten your mobile phones. So you write your number on a piece of the table napkin of the coffee. To be sure SHE CAN UNDERSTAND YOUR WRITING you ask her if you haven’t written so bad. Even THE objectivity, a number string, can be ambiguous.  
The first topic, he deals with, is a common value. Obama in his speech in Chicago after have won the presidential charge for the White House, talks about the United States basis: the family, ? , ? .  

“Ladies and Gentlemen, it is not the first time that we have gathered together under this hospitable roof, around this hospitable board. It is not the first time that we have been the recipients — or perhaps, I had better say, the victims — of the hospitality of certain good ladies.”
The hospitality characterizes the whole nation, from the Irish forefathers to the future descendants.

The hospitality is part of the tradition. Traditional Victorian values became unstable and relative in the Modern Age. Gabriel reminds his audience not to forget those traditions. He refers to a new hyper-educated generation which is deconstructing all the centers of reference. The capitalist-author can’t even think of generate something. The man is unconsciously overwhelmed by the context where he lives. His presence is relative because he is subjected to what pre-exists him. 
That’s it. But it doesn’t mean the quality of hospitality could be forget. Traditional conventions which regulated social relations are a need to live well together.

Here is the extract: 

 “A new generation is growing up in our midst, a generation actuated by new ideas and new principles. It is serious and enthusiastic for these new ideas and its enthusiasm, even when it is misdirected, is, I believe, in the main sincere. But we are living in a sceptical and, if I may use the phrase, a thought-tormented age: and sometimes I fear that this new generation, educated or hypereducated as it is, will lack those qualities of humanity, of hospitality, of kindly humor which belonged to an older day. Listening tonight to the names of all those great singers of the past it seemed to me, I must confess, that we were living in a less spacious age. Those days might, without exaggeration, be called spacious days: and if they are gone beyond recall let us hope, at least, that in gatherings such as this we shall still speak of them with pride and affection, still cherish in our hearts the memory of those dead and gone great ones whose fame the world will not willingly let die.”
He talks about his world in “a less spacious age”.  Nowadays the Computer Revolution has accelerated time of history. Geographic distances are reduced. People are continuously hit by appearing information, they can’t throw the glance beyond their computer screen in “the bustle and rush of our everyday routine”. That’s way “those great singers” have had the possibility to push their horizon further. In those “spacious days” there were less information. I mean, stable truths were religious dogma, the authority was one Authority. The Talent Parabola showed a clear way to succeed in life to go to Heaven. The self was safe among established points of reference. But the contemporaneity can only remember those days: indeed Einstein in his General Theory of Relativity has stated that Time and Space were no more Kant’s a priori categories. Materialism semiotic has stated language and symbols depend on the changing historical context. Through language human beings communicate to live together, to state common values and social conventions. But language presents a slippery relation between signifier and signified. The meaning always differs, people are always waiting and wanting it. Wait causes anxiety and uncertainty. Postmodern people can’t trust far horizons or goals. I’m thinking about the unemployment crisis.
As Jeanette Winterson says in her Why Be Happy When You Could Be Normal? “we are where we born”. Our origins generate what we are. The social context modify our personalities. Our past memories are our little narrations on past events, which bring to our mind sad thoughts. “Absent faces” remind us the importance dead people had for us when they were still alive. Indeed the meaning differs, it comes later. From a detached point of view, Winterson finds a meaning in her childish memories. We become aware of the importance of close relatives we missed only after their death, in their absence.   
Gabriel has a different point of view about life. Different from the hyper-educated new generation, the Modernists who are in search of a truth. If religion is just a relative truth, it follows that ethic and moral values, what’s wrong and what is right, fall. But life is not senseless. According to Gabriel “We have all of us living duties and living affections which claim, and rightly claim, our strenuous endeavours.”
Gabriel hasn’t a metonymical point of view on reality. He doesn’t stay on the surface, just to combine or change the word order of the text/reality. He reflects, he goes in the deepness of reality, he tries to deconstruct what’s behind the appearance. And the metaphor works behind the signifier because it recalls in the reader’s mind lots of far allusions, which are part of different semantic fields depending on the historical context. A metaphor works using symbols. Symbols are mysterious, it follows that poetry is tough to understand, but a tough life needs a tough language, as Jeanette Winterson says.

Gabriel is a metaphorical character. Indeed the narrator says:

“He (Gabriel) stood still in the gloom of the hall, trying to catch the air that the voice was singing and gazing up at his wife. There was grace and mystery in her attitude as if she were a symbol of something. He asked himself what is a woman standing on the stairs in the shadow, listening to distant music, a symbol of. If he were a painter he would paint her in that attitude. Her blue felt hat would show off the bronze of her hair against the darkness and the dark panels of her skirt would show off the light ones. Distant Music he would call the picture if he were a painter.”
 What does Gabriel think of his aunts, Kate and Julia? 

“What did he (Gabriel) care that his aunts were only two ignorant old women?”

But he defines them the Three Graces of the Dublin musical world. He refers to himself as Paris. The references to figures of the classical world show that Gabriel refers to a model. A model is something stable the contemporaneity tries to imitate. The model is a convention society assumes as an authoritarian system of values. 
He continues bestowing great compliments to the Three Graces. But does he think his aunts were only two ignorant old women, doesn’t he? The narrator tells us what he thinks about them, and also what he says about them in his speech. 
“For when I view them in turn, whether it be our chief hostess herself, whose good heart, whose too good heart, has become a byword with all who know her, or her sister, who seems to be gifted with perennial youth and whose singing must have been a surprise and a revelation to us all tonight, or, last but not least, when I consider our youngest hostess, talented, cheerful, hard-working and the best of nieces…” 
It is possible to note the two versions DIFFERS. This is an example of how language is ambiguous and interpretable. A message is never unequivocal, a cigarette is not only a cigarette, quoting what Vic says in David Lodge’s Nice Work. Gabriel’s speech assumes different connotations when different listeners listen it. I’m an ignorant listener, because I don’t know well Gabriel’s thoughts about his three aunts. So I can interpret his speech as a truly sincere one, very thankful to them, in order to pay homage to them. But a close friend of him could note in his words a thin exaggeration of his aunts’ qualities, which may convey he is actually making fun of them. Each listener gains his relative truth from the same Gabriel’s speech. This is an example of Derrida’s interpretative drift. Different listeners comes from different educations, different sociological contexts. According to Semiotic Materialism the relation between a symbol, a sign, a signifier, Gabriel’s speech, and its signified is arbitrary (Saussurean ideology) and depends on the historical context.     
Gabriel seems to passionately be in love with his wife.
“He could have flung his arms about her hips and held her still, for his arms were trembling with desire to seize her and only the stress of his nails against the palms of his hands held the wild impulse of his body in check.” 
“…after the kindling again of so many memories, the first touch of her body, musical and strange and perfumed, sent through him a keen pang of lust.”
Dialogue between Gabriel and Gretta
Gabriel paused for a few moments, watching her, and then said:

“Gretta!”

Her face looked so serious and weary that the words would not pass Gabriel’s lips. No, it was not the moment yet.

“You looked tired,” he said.

“I am a little,” she answered.

“You don’t feel ill or weak?”

“No, tired: that’s all.”

She went on to the window and stood there, looking out. Gabriel waited again and then, fearing that diffidence was about to conquer him…

He was trembling now with annoyance. Why did she seem so abstracted? He did not know how he could begin. Was she annoyed, too, about something? If she would only turn to him or come to him of her own accord! To take her as she was would be brutal. No, he must see some ardour in her eyes first.
· He is expecting the dialogue to develop in an imaginary way. But the ideal world crashes against the principle of reality. Postmodernism states that there are no truths, so it faces the principle of reality in order to coexist with a multi-faced reality, with relative authorities and interpretations of different “objective” traces. But Gabriel is going to crash against Gretta’s answers. Anyway he doesn’t give up the conversation. He assumes an epistemological attitude toward her detached behavior (instead of a participating one). He asks himself why she is not reacting as he expected. It’s is interesting to note the man needs her wife’s consent to proceed in his ideal conversation. That is to say, what have been imagined has to mirror what actually happens. Postmodernism expects what reality is expected to be: that is to say, it doesn’t expect anything. Or better, everything. Indeed there are no truths, or there are infinite relative truths. 
· Gabriel’s imagined conversation is implicitly deconstructed in a postmodern sense, from a Victorian point of view. Indeed Gabriel is convinced what he thinks has to happen. Obviously it doesn’t happen, the conversation proceeds in a different way (and the meaning stands in the difference), the principle of reality crashes against the own imaginary world. Gabriel tries to understand why she is not reacting as he expected (epistemological attitude). From a Victorian point of view he can’t see what lays behind Gretta’s “wrong” (and not “good”(Manichean vision of reality, rationality creates differences to orientate itself out of what’s sacred) answers. A postmodern reader would have accept Gretta’s glasses are different from Gabriel’s. She interprets that conversation from her point of view, different from his. 

    “ He longed to cry to her from his soul, to crush her body against his, to overmaster her. “

Since Gabriel has a Victorian point of view on reality (see above), when he cannot control it and his imagination crashes against the principle of reality, he reacts with violence which conveys his fear and uncertainty (“fearing that diffidence was about to conquer him”) towards a multi-faced reality. Between parenthesis, another sexual discrimination (see above).   

As a further consequence he feels annoyed (“He was trembling with annoyance”), and annoyance stops him in his imagined speech. The Victorian self made man realizes he can’t control the multi faced reality, when he pretends to be the governor of his actions in life and destiny. Vic, in David Lodge’s Nice Work wants to win, to beat competition, to dominate thanks to his one and only point of view. Gabriel “longed to be master of her strange mood”. 

Here’s an extract which deals with the language ambiguity and relative truths:

-- Gabriel strove to restrain himself from breaking out into brutal language about the sottish Malins and his pound. He longed to cry to her from his soul, to crush her body against his, to overmaster her. But he said: “O, at Christmas, when he opened that little Christmas-card shop in Henry Street.” --

There isn’t a univocal correspondence between the signifier and the signified (Saussure). The signifier is rational, it originates from common conventions which try to limit our irrational passions, what we irrationally feel, the signified. The meaning of Gabriel’s answer stands in the difference between the false and calm and detached form of his words, and his raging emotions. The contemporary presence determines the difference, the synthesis. There’s no ontological entities in which stands the meaning, as God for example.
The song entitled “The Lass of Aughrim” has woken up subjective memories in Gretta’s mind. The memories make Gabriel feel annoyed and jealous, even if she doesn’t explicitly say she was in love with that boy in Galway who sang her that song. It’s a great contradiction: a pragmatic and utilitarian self made man as Gabriel likes reflecting on human thoughts, is annoyed for her wife’s uncontrollable memories and thoughts. He can’t control what she thinks. From a Materialistic point of view it wouldn’t have mattered a bloody nothing. Gabriel is moved by unknown memories of a DEAD guy; somebody who has preceded him, “beated” him in love competition. Gabriel’s capitalistic individualism can’t stand it. But the memory of a dead guy seems so abstract, with no important consequences in his every day life. The importance of something is not strongly related to its presence. Postmodern people are deceived about it: indeed they follow as sheep the laws of Consumerism. Induced consumptions work on the presence of the last product which seems to be urgently needed because it came after the preceding (and so on, and so on, and so on…). On the contrary, in Gretta’s mind the memory of the dead guy actually has concrete consequences. In absentia, after death, from a not involved point if view, true subjective meanings come to the surface.     
-- “O, I am thinking about that song, The Lass of Aughrim.”

She broke loose from him and ran to the bed and, throwing her arms across the bed-rail, hid her face. --
--“I am thinking about a person long ago who used to sing that song.”

“And who was the person long ago?” asked Gabriel, smiling.

“It was a person I used to know in Galway when I was living with my grandmother,” she said.

The smile passed away from Gabriel’s face. A dull anger began to gather again at the back of his mind and the dull fires of his lust began to glow angrily in his veins.

“Someone you were in love with?” he asked ironically.

“It was a young boy I used to know,” she answered, “named Michael Furey. He used to sing that song, The Lass of Aughrim. He was very delicate.”

Gabriel was silent. He did not wish her to think that he was interested in this delicate boy.

“I can see him so plainly,” she said, after a moment. “Such eyes as he had: big, dark eyes! And such an expression in them — an expression!”

“O, then, you are in love with him?” said Gabriel.

“I used to go out walking with him,” she said, “when I was in Galway.”

A thought flew across Gabriel’s mind.

“Perhaps that was why you wanted to go to Galway with that Ivors girl?” he said coldly.

She looked at him and asked in surprise:

“What for?”

Her eyes made Gabriel feel awkward. He shrugged his shoulders and said:

“How do I know? To see him, perhaps.”

She looked away from him along the shaft of light towards the window in silence.

“He is dead,”--

What is more, Gabriel “turned his back more to the light lest she might see the shame that burned upon his forehead” for what?? For ONE’S MEMORY of a DEAD guy who was in the GASWORKS. 

“A shameful consciousness of his own person assailed him. He saw himself as a ludicrous figure, acting as a pennyboy for his aunts, a nervous, well-meaning sentimentalist, orating to vulgarians and idealising his own clownish lusts, the pitiable fatuous fellow he had caught a glimpse of in the mirror”
An epiphany happens. This is the deep manifestation of the awareness on reality Gabriel catches because of her wife’s accidental remembrance. Through epiphanies characters’ “spiritual” roots are revealed to the readers. He is frustrated because he realizes the difference between what he thinks to potentially be and what he actually is. Indeed he looks for loneliness in order to re-flect far away from empty worldliness, the middle class exasperation (see above), but he actually remains IN his aunts’ house, joking among vulgar people who want only to appear educated. Between he ends stands the difference, the meaning, the “shameful consciousness”. 

Here is another example of the slippery relation between one’s emotions, what he feels (the true signified meaning in one’s thoughts), and his/her voice, the language (Saussure’s paròl), the signifier he/she uses to communicate the ambiguous message

--  He tried to keep up his tone of cold interrogation, but his voice when he spoke was humble and indifferent. --

The developing dialogue forces Gabriel to face “how vain it would be to try to lead her whither he had purposed”. Gabriel feels now unstable and overwhelmed by a reality which he can’t control, without points of reference: he is a Puritan capitalist who has just met Nietzsche, Darwin and Einstein in a pub, he has just sat down and they have welcomed him “Hey, what’s up? You do know God is dead, don’t you?”, “Don’t be sad, luckily you’re just a bit better than gorillas!”, “O don’t worry ‘bout them, remember: this moment and this pub are relative”. 

Gabriel realizes he’s living in a vague world, dominated by a vague terror which destabilizes his hope to triumph. He can’t triumph in a relative world because he can’t control his wife’s thoughts. Indeed the narrator tells us “He did not question her again, for he felt that she would tell him of herself”. She seems not to react to his caresses because she is surfing the waves of memories. She is physically there, with Gabriel, but with her mind she is far away from there, remembering that dead guy. And Gabriel actually suffers for her emotional detachment. She is absent. Just her “absentia”, in remembering something absent, makes Gabriel suffers because he can’t control what is absent. The difference creates the meaning, the sense of the concrete situation. The meaning doesn’t stand in what is visible. It is hidden beyond the lines. And Deconstructionism digs what lays behind the surface of the text.
The meaning always differs. In their dialogue, Gabriel was emotionally involved, so that he can’t observe his reaction from a detached point of view. After she was fast asleep, he reflects on his reactions in order to find a meaning to them. He uses an epistemological attitude towards human relations. He’s not so pragmatic or utilitarian. 

“ He wondered at his riot of emotions of an hour before.” 

Indeed he “looked for a few moments unresentfully on her tangled hair and half-open mouth”. He reflects on the difference between her past lover, the “romance in her life”, and himself, ”how poor a part he, her husband, had played in her life”. The meaning stands in the difference. What’s really important lays in absentia, because it deletes what is present. Galimberti says what’s past is more present than our present presence because this room, where I’m doing my homework, will be still present when I’ll be absent, downstairs having lunch. 
One by one, they were all becoming shades. There are no truths. Even death is a relative truth because some ethnic groups believe in reincarnation, Catholic religion has the Heaven-Hell, the other world. 

Love isn’t ontological. It is made up from comparisons, from originated differences. Indeed “He had never felt like that himself towards any woman, but he knew that such a feeling must be love”. 

Relativism deletes the force of the authority of the self, of what have been built with our own hands. We are not at the center of reality. Because what is in absentia matters much more than what is present.  Relativism is thinking about the short moment we live in this world. It is thinking about who had been here before we came. 
“His soul had approached that region where dwell the vast hosts of the dead. He was conscious of, but could not apprehend, their wayward and flickering existence. His own identity was fading out into a grey impalpable world: the solid world itself, which these dead had one time reared and lived in, was dissolving and dwindling.”
The snow is juxtapose to humans’ existence. It is senseless among all the other snowflakes. All of them have to fall. 

“…the snow falling faintly through the universe and faintly falling, like the descent of their last end, upon all the living and the dead.”

Reflections

The detailed descriptions of characters and settings refers to Realism. It is created an intimacy between the narration and the reader. Here is an example:

“Well, good-night, Aunt Kate, and thanks for the pleasant evening.”

“Good-night, Gabriel. Good-night, Gretta!”

“Good-night, Aunt Kate, and thanks ever so much. Goodnight, Aunt Julia.”

“O, good-night, Gretta, I didn’t see you.”

“Good-night, Mr. D’Arcy. Good-night, Miss O’Callaghan.”

“Good-night, Miss Morkan.”

“Good-night, again.”

“Good-night, all. Safe home.”

“Good-night. Good night.”

Things seem to speak by thereselves. Characters are often implicitly introduced by other characters’ speeches. The plot doesn’t seem to be prepared by a superior director, the omniscient narrator, but by an inner one. Anyway literature is connotative. The writer, even if he tries to avoid personal judgments, connotes his reality through his own eyes.

The lexis makes the ignorant reader learn lots of new terms and idioms. The lexis is indicative of the cultural richness of the novel. It also tries to exhume the historical and social and economic context in which the story is set. (When????)
The narrator knows Gabriel’s thoughts (see above). That is to say it is a third person omniscient intrusive narrator. Since the concept of character, of Author, is crushed under Relativism, the narrator conveys just Gabriel’s little narration about what he has experienced. What’s more the narrator filters Gabriel’s thoughts through language. Language is a construction, a convention. The arbitrariness between the signifier and the signified depends on the social and historical context. Where is the narrator’s omniscience?   
Another example shows  the narrator knows the characters’ thoughts:

“Lily went from guest to guest with a dish of hot floury potatoes wrapped in a white napkin. This was Mary Jane's idea…” 
“It shot through Gabriel’s mind that Miss Ivors was not there and that she had gone away discourteously: and he said with confidence in himself…”
The social context is made up by lots of conventions and rules. Indeed the party is reserved for bourgeois people of the wealthy middle class. They have the money, and try to achieve the political power. It is possible to feel a kind of discrimination towards women: 

“  Aunt Kate and Aunt Julia opened and carried across from the piano bottles of stout and ale for the gentlemen and bottles of minerals for the ladies.”
Let’s note another discrimination. This time it deals with racist preconceptions.
“And why couldn't he have a voice too? asked Freddy Malins“ – the argue of the conversation deals with a dark skinned tenor of the opera company at the Theatre Royal – “Is it because he's only a black? Nobody answered this question” – the silence makes often understand more than inappropriate words. Somebody said words are the part of silence that we fill. People feel uneasy talking about racist topics because it is hard to go beyond traditional and dull conventions, even if people become aware of their limited nature. Conventions are created to be destroyed. But deconstruction is always difficult.   

For a genuine and childish mind is difficult to understand conventions and rules. Indeed the rule of the monks’ order is difficult to understand from Browne’s point of view. He is Anglican, free from dogmas of the Roman Church. 

“  He was astonished to hear that the monks never spoke, got up at two in the morning and slept in their coffins. He asked what they did it for.

"That's the rule of the order," said Aunt Kate firmly.

"Yes, but why?" asked Mr. Browne.

Aunt Kate repeated that it was the rule, that was all. Mr. Browne still seemed not to understand. Freddy Malins explained to him, as best he could, that the monks were trying to make up for the sins committed by all the sinners in the outside world. The explanation was not very clear for Mr. Browne”

. Mister Browne: he is very attentive
“For they are jolly gay fellows, For they are jolly gay fellows, For they are jolly gay fellows, Which nobody can deny” was the guest’s acclamation for the Three Graces of the Dublin musical world after Gabriel’s speech. 

When some guests have to leave the Aunts’ house, the narrator implicitly introduces past memories by reporting direct speeches.
“We used to have a very good horse and trap at home,” said Aunt Julia sadly.

“The never-to-be-forgotten Johnny,” said Mary Jane, laughing.

Aunt Kate and Gabriel laughed too.

“Why, what was wonderful about Johnny?” asked Mr. Browne.

“The late lamented Patrick Morkan, our grandfather, that is,” explained Gabriel, “commonly known in his later years as the old gentleman, was a glue-boiler.”

“O, now, Gabriel,” said Aunt Kate, laughing, “he had a starch mill.”

“Well, glue or starch,” said Gabriel, “the old gentleman had a horse by the name of Johnny. And Johnny used to work in the old gentleman’s mill, walking round and round in order to drive the mill. That was all very well; but now comes the tragic part about Johnny. One fine day the old gentleman thought he’d like to drive out with the quality to a military review in the park.”

“The Lord have mercy on his soul,” said Aunt Kate compassionately.

“Amen,” said Gabriel. “So the old gentleman, as I said, harnessed Johnny and put on his very best tall hat and his very best stock collar and drove out in grand style from his ancestral mansion somewhere near Back Lane, I think.”

Everyone laughed, even Mrs. Malins, at Gabriel’s manner and Aunt Kate said:

“O, now, Gabriel, he didn’t live in Back Lane, really. Only the mill was there.”

“Out from the mansion of his forefathers,” continued Gabriel, “he drove with Johnny. And everything went on beautifully until Johnny came in sight of King Billy’s statue: and whether he fell in love with the horse King Billy sits on or whether he thought he was back again in the mill, anyhow he began to walk round the statue.”

Gabriel paced in a circle round the hall in his goloshes amid the laughter of the others.

“Round and round he went,” said Gabriel, “and the old gentleman, who was a very pompous old gentleman, was highly indignant. ‘Go on, sir! What do you mean, sir? Johnny! Johnny! Most extraordinary conduct! Can’t understand the horse!”

idioms
I’ll see you home – Vi accompagnerò a casa

I won’t hear of it – Non ditelo nemmeno

Anything at all – Per me fa lo stesso

He was in his prime – Era nel suo momento migliore
In our midst – In mezzo a noi

Let us toast them – Brindiamo a loro

 For they are jolly gay fellows, For they are jolly gay fellows, For they are jolly gay fellows, Which nobody can deny – Perchè son bravi ragazzi, Perchè son bravi ragazzi, Perchè son bravi ragazzi, Nessuno lo può negar
To get death of cold – Morire di freddo

The same to you - Altrettanto
a very in progress work

